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sound advice, Henry started to let his mind

wander into the future. He could see himself

lolling in the back of a luxurious Rolls-Royce

with two livered men in the front. Gloria had

dropped some vague hints about gilt-edge certifi-

cates dad had left her. How nice it would be to

have more than a curious interest in Wall Street.

They would tour the States for the wedding trip

and he would do a little hunting in the Rockies,

—

and so on until he was even planning the livery

of the servants. Henry was doing the little stunt

known as "counting your chickens before they're

hatched."

The psychological moment came one night

when they had.wanderd far up the beach away
from the crowd. They were entirely alone and

the moon was shining in all its radiance. They
sat on the soft sand a while talking of harmless

subjects till Henry looked up at the silvery ball

which seemed to say "now or never." He looked

at the small figure beside him and reached over

and took her hand. She did not move and then

he put his arm around lier and plunged in with

the old, old line.

"Gloria, you can't help but know that I love

you—every breath you take makes you seem

more wonderful to me,—I've loved you since

that first time I saw you in the liotel—I know
I'm not worthy of you, but my love forces me to

speak,—will you, won't you marry me and make
me the happiest man in all this world?"

Gloria hung her head modestly, just as "How
to Marry Successfully" had told her to

do in chapter XX ori'"How to Receive and Accept

a Proposal of Marriage." In a few moments she

sliyly raised her head and said "Yes." Only the

white moon saw the lovers that night on the beach

and knew how happy two poor fishes could be

who didn't realize that they loved each other.

The next day Henry proudly announced to

Mrs. Brown-Scluiltz at dinner tliat Gloria had
consented to be his wife. Mrs. Brown-Schultz
clapped her fat bejewelled hands together and
with a gurgle of delight cried, "My dear children"

and jumped up and kissed Gloria, much to the

latter's confusion. Instantly the whole hotel

awoke to the fact and riglit tlien and there a

i-cception was held. Everybody was telling how
surprised her mother would be and how glad to

have sucli a son-in-law as Henry. :

That night while Gloria was rambling on tell-

ing how hap))y she would be running their home,
in which she would not be dominated by their

butler as some women slie kneW, but would per-

sonally direct all the help, Henry thought it was

time to speak the truth. He did not think it

would make the least difference only that most

of the bills would be paid by his bride. But he

knew that with such a powerful influence he

would be sure to get a soft position in some

broker's ofiice.

"Goo;d night!" cried Gloria, to love's young

but I have only what I draw as chief salesman,

not another cent in the world. Perhaps I should

have told you this before, but I was afraid that

you would think I was a fortune hunter. I

wanted you, not your money, and yet I'm sure

that your mother will not let us want. Besides

those bonds your father left you will make us

independent of the world. Do you care.''"

"What? Aren't you rich? What about your

club, your horses—what about these?" And her

voice approached the hysterical.

Henry looked surprised, but said, "I'm sorry,

but my club is the Brooklyn Y. M. C. A. and I

haven't seen a horse since I left the farm. If you

loved me you wouldn't care what I have."

"Good night!" cried Gloria. "To love's young
dream." We both got fooled. My mother is

dead and the only thing dad left when he pulled

out was some old clothes and the bill for his

planting. . I might as well tell the whole bitter

truth. I am only a poor woiking goil and pull

down eighteen iron men a week as milliner in a

department store."

By this time botli had their hands to their

lieads and sat down tliere on tlie beach staring

at each other like two idiots. It was the first big

shock of their young lives. Henry saw all his

dreams fall around his feet while instead of Rolls-

Royces he could see trolley cars the rest of his

life. Gloria's tlioughts were too bitter for words.

Both were too far gone to begin the game over

again—their pocketbooks wouldn't allow it. The
only thing to do was to accept tlie bitter dose and
take it with good sportsmanship. Being both

young they did this and decided that rather than
be the laughing stock of the hotel they would
carry the farce out to the end. Poorer and wiser

they took the afternoon train back to lil' old

New York, but kept up appearances to the minute
that tlie train pulled out. However, before they
parted at the Grand Central she gave him the

address of her boarding house and her right name,
Mamie Jones. -.,;:..',; ';::.:"'::•'. •''.'

Some time later, in fact some years later, the

Trent family sat at dinner in one of the better


